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Tho5 now thou's dowie, stiff, an' cra&y9
An5 thy auld hide's as white's a daisy,
I've seen tliee dappl't, sleek, and glaizies

A bonny gray:
He should been tight that daur't to raize thecs

Ance in a day.

Thou ance was i the foremost rank.
AJilly buirdly, steeve, an' swank,
An set weei down a shapely shank,

As e'er tread yird;
An' could hae flown out-owre a stank,

Like onie bird.

It's now some nine an'-twenty year.
Sin' thou was my guid father's metre;
He gied me theea o5 tocher clear3
An fifty mark;

Tho' it was sraa', 'twas weel-won gear5
An' thou was stark.

When first I gaed to woo my Jemy9
Ye then was trottin wi' your minnie:
Tho9 ye was trickie, slee, an' funnie.

Ye ne'er was donsie;
But hamely, tawie5 quiet, an' cannie,
An5 unco sonsie.

That